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The First Vielew.

EY SiR BULWER LYTTON

“Whe that has loved ;mmmm
Which fowers revesl when lips are coy to

tell?
mmhm pet, dreaming in the
Where the rath violets dwell?

“Lo when they shrink along the iovely brake,

WL I T
00 or

vor wild thyme lures th.L.!

“Yetat their sight aud scent entranced and
thrill’d

HA" Jn::ma-'pldn in m“?ptihl::ﬂ
ow aw days we yearn for, U I'd!
OMMIQ-!

e e th:“p-p.":i‘.-'
uo present low;
Say, in the fix'd Eternsl shall we seize
At last the fleoting Now’

“Dream uot of days to come, of thet unknown
Whither hops wanders (maze withoutn clue: )
Give their true witchery to the flowers—their
own
Youth in their youth renew.

“Avarice! remember when tho cowslip’s goid

Lured and lost its glitter in thy grasp:
De thy hold?' glad thee more ““!. those of

These wither'd in thy clasp.
“From th::: thy clasp falls palsied!—It was
[l

That thow wert rich;—thy coffers are a lie’
Alns, poor fool! joy is the wealth of men,
And care their property!

“Come foil'd Ambition! what hast thou desire?
Empire and power'—0! wanderer, tempest-
tost

These once were thine, when life's gey spring
laspired
Thy soul with glories lost!

“Let the flowers charm thee to the jocund
prime,
When o'er the stars rapt fancy teaced the
4
Thoa hadst an angel’s power in that blest time,
Thy realms & human heart!

“Hark! hark! again the tread of bashfal feet!
Hark' ;l:a bougha rustling round thy trysting-
nce !
Lot nir B with one dear breath be aweet,
fuir with one dear fage!

“Brief-lived first flowers, first love' the hours
steal on
To prank the world in summer's pomp of

hue:
But what shall flaunt beneath a fiereer sur
Worth what we lose in you?

“Oft, by & flower, a leaf, in some loved book
We mark the lines that charm us most. Re-
™ trace
y life, recall ita loveli est —look,
Dead violets keep the pr:“

The Listie Shepherd.

From Cnambers's Edindorgh Journal
One evening in the month of July 1525,
# child sbout ten years old, badly dressed,

and with bare feet, was driving a flock of

sheep across @ plain in Picardy. Young
& he was, his couatenance was grave and
pele, and his large dark eyes were intently
fixed on a book, which he held in his open

band; while, but for the watchful care of

e dog that accompinied him, his fleecy
charge might Lave strayed in every direc-

tion without his being conscious of it. He

waked slowly on, sull looking at his book,
until, us he was passing & cottage, & voice
{rom its door recalled him from his abstrac.
Lon,

“What, Pierre, are you goin
your old friend Imizon.szitg
go.d-evening!’

These words were spoken by an old
woman, whowas spinning at the threshold.

‘No, good Louison,” replied the boy with
a very serious air; *[ intended to call snd
embrace you.'

‘How say you that, Pierre! said the old
womsn. “One would think you were go
ing away, 'nnd that we weore never o see
you again.

‘I hope, whenever I see you, 1o find you
well and happy,” replied the child.

‘And slways ready to share my luncheon
with my litle Pierre, who on Sunday hes
the kinduess to come and reed prayers for
me, since I have become 1o feeble to gy to
church mysell. Here, Pierre, take this lit-
te nwce white loaf which the baker gave
me Lhis morning, and these (resh nuts—end
Siay, put this in you pocket. What's the
child afraid of t—"tis only a silver sixpence.
Ah, Pierre, you bave fine eyes, and a Inrge
high forehead. Do you know | often think
you are not destined to keep sheep all your
life : something tells me you will be a great
man one of these days. Sull one thing
fuuhl me: il you remain here in this vil.
age of Si. Gobein, how are you ever o

’come grest!—a wman whom every one
will talk of and say, ‘Do you know that
be was once litie La Ramee, the son of
La Ramee the charcoal.burner, and Cali.
neite his wife?

‘Indeed, Louison, I do’nt think ] shall

to pess by
oul saying

remsin long et St. Gobain, Who knows’ !

better days may coms; and then,’ added
he, throwing his little CAressing arms roumd
the old womaa's neck, ‘when you do'm
sec me here, you will pray w0 God for me’
Fue_u-ell. deer Louison, | shall never forge:
you.

‘Why, whetdo you meen by that, Pierre?
Pierrot!”

But Pierre was already out of hearing;
and having overtaken his sheep, drove them
towsrds a farmhouse which stood at some
distance, #ucrounded by piles of charcoal.
On his way be stopped at an old oak tree,
and climbing is lower branches, he placed
in & deep bollow among them the bread,
the nuis, and the silver coin which Louison
ludﬂvm him. As he was getting down,
be felt his leg grasped by a powerful hand.

“Ah, little robber of bird's nesgs, have I dog

a_ughl you” said a Joud, good.natured
voice.
“Oh, Richard, is thet you said Pierre.

*You startled me: I thought at first it was | P

my father,’

‘Yovr father came home long ago; and
when your mother went to the fold, she
found & very sorry account of her l:.'

*Oh, my mother wo'nt be very .

“Yes, bot that’s not all’ replied Richard; | possesse

*while she was looking for the sheep, she
found =0
never saw such a fuss as she made about
it

‘I hope she will give me back my book,’
said Pierre, speaking more to himsel( than
o his father's servant,

As he cotered the house after putting up
the -bfe.hh mother met him, and said
eoldly, “Go

in; your father wants to speak
o you.’
s ng men was sested st 8
table laid for

the fire, and his hand rested on the book

mething else—=a book! and you|P

supper, his eyes were fixed on | £8le

You mmﬂm mo
'wm.";' ‘and did you leara to
rea
‘| taught him," ssid Richard. The lit-
te fellow, did e a service one day, and 1
returped it by doing him another.’

*A fine service truly' said Calineite.

“IT this child is ruined, Richard, we shall
have you to thank for ii. Teach Bim to

Ramee: ‘cectainly, if I could, I should
like 10 have him instructed; but poverty is
a sad thing.
*Oh, indesd Th:;:: il,'hﬂitl Pierre, ;uh a
sigh. taking courage, ad-
::;r 'Hﬁlwﬂcr. father, i l}'ciu would'—
‘Send you wo school, you
mean? interropted his fnlhea'.mtg:how
I have not the means; 1 can’t afford o feed
idle mouths.’
*Here is your supper,” said his mother,
giving him a basin o1 soup and a bit of
brown bread.
‘May | have my book?" asked Pierre,
taking his su with one hend, and ex-
tending the othgr towards his father,
The lstter handed it to him, and asked,
“Who wrote this book!
‘Jean de Roly,' replied Pierre,
‘Who was that priest’” asked his mother,
as she continued (o help the soup.
*He was one of the most eloquent orators
of the lest century, mother,” replied the
child. He was chancellor and archdeacon
of the church of Notre Dame in Patis.—
He koew how to read and write 100,’ ad-
ded Pierre, wich a sigh; 'so that in 1461,
when pacliament sent & remoustrance to
Louis X1, it was he who composed it.—
Afterwards in 1453, the clergy of Paris
sent him to the assembly of the Siates-
General at Tours, where he wpoke of the
suppression of abuses, Charles VI1I,, the
son of Louis XTI, and the futher of our pre-
sent king, Louis X11., was #0 much pleased
with him, that he appointed him his almon-
er, and kept him st court.’

“There, there—that will do,” cried Cali-
netle.

“You see now / was the means of teach-

ing all that to the little fellow," said Rich-
ard proudly.,
‘Fine things, I'm sure, to teach him! Go
to bed, Master Wiseacre,” added she, giv-
ing her son . a slight push—‘go aad look
for your Jean Joly!

‘Jesu de Roly, mother;, and 1 can’t go
look for him, because he died twenty.six
years ago,’

‘But for that, I suppose you'd go 10 him,

and ull the grand people in Paris; and
' vou, lorscoth, the son ol a charcoal burner
in Picardy!”

‘My father certainly burns charcoal,’
said Pierre in o Jow tone; *and yet he has
centle blood in his veins.’

‘Aud you think yoursel! a gentleman, |
suppose!” said Lis mother,

‘Oh,” eried the boy, “I care not for rank
or weaith; all | want is 10 gain knowl.
edge.’

*Well, go 1o bed, and dream that you
have it, snd it will be all the same
thing.’

‘Good-night, mother; good-night, futher;
good-night, Richerd,’ said Pierre, and went
to sleep in the stable, among bis sheep.

The next morning. when Pierre prepared
8s usual 10 teke out his flock for the day,
he paused on the threshold of his father's
cottage, and turning back, said, *Kiss me,
mother.’

“What for, child? replied Cslinette.

‘Old Louison says,’ replied Pierre, ‘that
we never know when we may die. If you
were never Lo see me again’ ——

“What suange ideas the boy has!’ said
his mother, giving him a hearty Kiss,—
“T'bere, Pierrot; "us time for you to go.’
An hour alterwards, Pierre, baving led
his flock 1o their accustomed pasture, com-
mended himn 0 the care of lis faithfal
and turned his steps toward the Paris :
Something in his heart reproached him for
leaving his pereats, and wid him thet an
enterprise commenced against their wishes
could not prosper; but the boy tried to sti.
fle the uneasy feeling, and walked on, car-
rying & stick and a bundle containiog a
change of clothes, afow books, and the
provision given him by old Louison.

He bhad not gone far when be saw Rich-
ard coming toward him.

‘Where are you going! asked the man.
‘I can't tell you, Richard; for if they
ask you at home, I want you to be able to
say yon do not know."

‘I guess it, child—you're goi
us;" and the old servant’s voice
he spoke.

‘Richard,’ said the child, bursting into
tears, ‘dear Richard, do’at betray me.—
Y o tanght me to read; that was like open-
ing the gate of « beautiful garden, and now
[ want 10 enter and taste the fruit, | am
going to Paris.’

*Without your father's permission?’
‘Yes; you know il | had asked him, he
would have refused.
you, Richard; acd when 1 sm learned and
happy'—— He could say no more; but
dashing away the tears that blinded him,
was some distaoee on his way before Kich-
ard turned slowly toward home.

That evening there was sad consterna-
tion in the farmbouse when the re-
turned under the sole escort of Loolou the

to leave
ltered as

‘Pierre' Pierrel-—where is Pierre?’ re
sounded on all sides,

Richard slone sat silently in a corner
aying God to protect the little traveler,
After much fatigne, Pierre La Remee at
length reached Paris.  While i
th the country, he was kindly mﬂ
I and fed by the peasamts, so that he
no ocecesion to the few sous he
1. But it wasdifferent in the great
city; there he was obliged to purchase &
icce of breed, and having eaten it to seek
& lodging where he best could, The cov.
ered entrance 1o the market afforded a tol.
erable shelter; and there, with a stone for

one
n pillow, Pierre managed w0 sleep
Next morning he was awoke early by the
noise of the town; and seeing™a 0
children going toward a school, he followed
them 1o ibe gaie. They entered, and he
alone. His heart beat

°liutwmaﬂh-uginip
ingou,'nplbdllnllﬂcmwiﬂm
iecity . ;

*Who are you'* ¢
M'Amﬂmum
illage to acquirs learning.’

rwpnyﬁuh’n’n!’
“Alas{ 1 have nothing in the world.’ |

frora his own

. [Sllthe chld was not discownged; he

T T 1 WS I P 1| T A T | s

as you cen,’
in his face.

I shall never forget| P

_ NI“JW“'

Pim;ni:‘boh.‘ ey
reinsined m not
dbrmdtorginnnmoboy.whnm

read! Did any one ever hear such folly? | had tri against a stone.

Perhal; ;iou lm}:redo t him to write woo!” 'Anw;gu hurt, little master?’ asked
‘A can't mysslf, mistress!’ | Piorre. !

replied Richard. ‘No thank you,” replied the child, and
“That’s fortunate, I'm sure; and I should on. 3

like to know what good will learning ever| Fancy the despair of little La Ra.

do him!' mee when he found If once more
‘That's not the question, wife,’ ssid La | before that large green which seemed

gote,
resolved mever o admit bim. Stll be
waited until the pupils returned; and as the
child who had fn’lan passed by, he saluted

m

?h'lmr,' said Pierre, advancing.
‘Here,” said the child, offering him a
piece of money.
‘It is not that,” said Pierre, drawing back
*What, then? asked the pupil, with sur-

prise. :
‘Lend me one of your books, litle mas-
ter; 1 will return it when come out,’

you!' said the
child, grestly astonished.
‘Oh,sra sm,m. deal; it will make me very

Hiere, then,” said the pupil, giving him
the first book that came to hand.

It was u Latin grammar. Pierre

it, and turned over the leaves withoat

able to asentence. Whean its
little owner came out, Pierre returned it

to him with asi “To-morrow, 1 will
lend you o Fi book,” said the child;
and he kept his word,

But in this world reading and learning
are not alleufficient; it is necessary like-
wise to eal; and in order to do this, how-
ever sparingly, Pierre was obliged by de-
grees to sell part of his clothes, am! yet
sleep in the open air, Hunger and misery
produced their usual effects, and the poor
child felt that his frame was sinking.
‘T'his,” thought he, is a just pumshment
from God, for leaving home without my
pareats’ permission. Oh, my poor moth-
er, | have caused you grief enough with.
out adding to it the anguish of hearing one
day that your son died far away from you,
without your blessing, or hearing you say
that you forgave him. My , §ive me
strength to go howe,’

The prayer was heard. Some time af.
terwards Pierre once more entered his na.
tive felds, fecling that he had done very
wrong, and deserved puvishment, yet full
of trust in his parents” affection.

Richard was the first to see Pierre. He
rather it was he than & ised
him; for the poor child was so altered, so
pele and so thin, that he looked like the
shadow of the pretty little La Ramee.—
Richard caoght him in his arms, and hug-
ged him with transport.

*Oh how they wept for you!’ said he; ‘and
what difficulty I bad in keeping your se-
crot, Well, have you seen Paris! Is itas
large as people say? Have you learned »
great deal there? Are you very wise now™

Pierre smiled sadly: ‘] have seen but little
of Paris,” he seid; ‘and 1 return es Tgnorant
as when | set out. Oh, Richard, ] have
suffered a great deal, especially from hun-
ger. But mother, father—how are they”

Just then they reached the cottage door:
The parents of Pierre tried to look stern
and nnforgiving, hat it woold not da Tha
father's eyes filled with tears while he told
his son that he had forfeited his affection,
and the mother covered him with kisses
while she protested that she would never
embruce him again in her life.

sCoine,’ said a brother of Calinette, who
had lately taken up his abode with the
family, “this is the return of the Prodigal
Son. Let every one embrace him and be
satisfied. You, brother-in-law, forgive the
little fellow; and you, sister, give him some
good warm soup. And do you, my boy,
promise your parents not to leave home
again.'

*Withouat their permission,” said Pierre.
‘What! do you think still of returning!’
Yes, uncle.’
‘Notwithstanding all that you have sul-
fered?
Oh, 0 sufler is nothing' to learn is every-
thing!’
Astonished ot this delermination, the
uncle considered for a moment, and then
said-—Your desire shall be accomplished,
nephew; it would be a pity to disappoint so
moch courage and perseverance. | am an
old man without children, and | have a few
Id coins lying idle in my trunk: 1 think,
r, I'll e'en spend them in indulging
our young scopegrace: what do you say”
‘1 say, Vincent, that if you will pay for
his schooling, I do not desire better than to
have him instructed, ,and I will readily al-
low him to return to Paris.’
Grent was the joy of Pierre at hear
ing these wordy. him lflin on the
high roed; but this time with a light heart,
an easy conscience, and a pocket furnished
with meney, and a letter of introduction to
the principal of the college of Navarre in
ans,
He arrived, and was admitted, The first
time that our young hero found himself seat.
ed in a class, with a professor about to in.
struct him, was an hour of unmizxed deli
It seemed to him as though he hod neither
eyes lo see, nor ears to hear, nor memory
to retain all he wanted (0 learn. [e came
to the banquet of science as a hu man
would come wadelicmhnl; l|‘¢m
the progress that he especially in
Latin, was so marvelloos, that his compan-
ions, 10 commemorate it, Latinised his name,
and called him Rauvs. By this neme he
was ever afierwards distinguished.  But the
trials the poor boy was destined to undergo
were not yet ended,
His uncle, more ganerous than rich, found
at that his fueds were exhausted. He
a letter to bo written to him contain.
ing these words:—'Leave the college, dear
Pierre; | have no more money to send you.
You have now quile sufficient ing 10
's trade.’

conduct
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ght. | As when around the moon the stars s

is. | the geniua of Sijence.

rents, nor his old friend Louison—who
ﬁ:d predicted that be would become a
man—nor Richard, who was the first to de-
velop his intellect, in tesching him (o read.
[ am to have to add, that Ramus per-
ished m year 1572, in the cruel massa.
cre of St. Bartholomew.

Tus PER CENTAGE OF POETREY THAT WILL
rrosanLy ENDURE,—When we look back
upon the havoc which two hundred years
have made in the ranks of our mortals, and
the accumulation of more good works than
there is time to peruse, we cunnot help being
dismayed at the prospect which lies before
the writers of the present day. There never
wasan age so prolific of populsr poetry asthat
in which we now lival.nk'l'he last ::l years
have produced, we think, an anoual sup-
ply of about ten thousand lines of good
staple poetry—poetry fiom the very first
hands, and as likely w be permanent as
present succcss can make it. Now if this
goes on for a hundred years longer, what a

task will await the poetical readers of 1919!
Our living will then be nearly as old
as Pope and Swift are at t—and if

Scott, and Byron, and Campbell have al-
ready cast Pope and Swilt a good deal in-
o the shade, in what formm and dinersions
are they themselves likely to be presented
to the eyes of our great grandchildren?
The thought, we own, is a little appalling;
and we confess we see nothing better to
innagine than that they may find a comfor-
ahle place in some new colleetion of
specimens—the centenary of the present
publication. There shall posterity stll
pang with raplure on the half of Campbell,
and the fourth part of Byron—and the sixth
of Scott—and the scattered tithes of Crabbe.
and the three per cent. of Southey—while
some good-natured critic shall sit in our
mouldering chair, and more than hall’ pre-
fer them to those by whom they have been
superseded' It is a hyperbole of good na-
ture, however, we fear 10 ascribe to them
even those dimensicns at the end of a cen-
tury. After a lapse of two hundred and
fifty years, we are afraid 1o think of the
space they may have shrunk into, We
bave no Shakspeare, alas! w shed a pev-
er-seting light on his contemporaries; and
if we continue to write and rhyme at the
present rate for two hundred years longer,
there must be some new art of shert-hand'
reading invented—or all reading will be
given up in despair.—Lord Jeffrey.

Inrortasce or Cooksry.—It is a cu-
rious fact, that during the war in Spain,
some forty vears since, when the French
and Euglish armies were alike suffering
from the scantiness of provisipns, the}French
soldiers kept up their strength much better
than the Enghsh, solely because they put
such food as they couhfgat to much better
account, The English soldier would take
op the lump of meat, and broil it on the
coals till a good part of it was burned al-
most to a cinder, though even then part of
the remainder was probably raw. The
French soldiers. on the contrary, would club
1wo or three together, and stew their bits of
meat with bread, and such herbs and vege-
tables as they could collect, into a savoury
and wholesome dish. So great was the dif.
ference between these two ways, in their
effect on the strength and health of the sol.
diers, that it was remarked that a French
army would live in a country in which
an English army would starve,—Fami
Economist. »

= ——

Frecrastination and Prempitude.
Shun delays, they breed remorse;

Tuke thy time while time is lsut thee;
Creeping snails have weakest force;

Fly thy faultlest thou repeat thee;
Good is best when soonest wrought;

Lingering labors come to nought.

Hoist up sail while gale dost |ast,

Tide and wind wait no man's pleasure;
Seek not time when time is past;

Sober speed is wisdom's leisure;
After wits are dearly bought,

Let thy forewit guide thy thought.

in heaven, and all in bulls'dm'dm.
When meuntain-tlops and bask (n light,
And woods, and all th’ etherial depth of uight
Seems open’d back to heav'n, and sight is had
Of all the stars, and shepherd’s hearts are glad;
So many, "twixt the ships and river, shons
The Trojan fires in front of Thon.—L. Hunt.

A King isa who, for anything
wherein the lic really needs him, has
little else to do but 10 bestow the ealing
and drinking of excessive dainties; to set a
pompous face upon the ial acti
of State; to mn:hl:imul up and down
in rugnl among perpetual bowi

cringings of an shject people, on u"l::
side deiflying and adoring him for nothing
done thet can deserve it.—Millon,

e ———— ey
vh%lch“ a very just lgd sensible answer
Agesilans, the paratan King,
turned to I::.h who asked him, Wnu'?c
was, in which youth ought principally to
be instructed;” he replied, *“That, which
they have most need to practice when they
are men,"”
———

Sus-Rosa.—This
e e g
significant of secrecy. Ii.is 4

word is

is as follows:
Greeks consecrated the ros
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great | thy scrvant come 10 thee in ;
YAI.‘IIH.—A!I! that we nlurl:; and feel,

often said to God before, “Thy will be
done."”

- | heaven is possible, in s:ome minds.

of them.

desk, and the last word he wrots
dart, at the end of the record of every life.

88 | written in the book of
but,—ay, *but after

dition; and which meani
ua is left for ourselves to fix.
en us the choice of two
to be written on; bat 1
blank, and il we will
side, then we write our condemnation
ourogrn.hn:%;br at the botiom of that
page it s tten belorehand
this, perdition.”

under the direction of
= name of constancy, and is numbered
the virtues; but when

ice of iniquity,
s iy, e i n by s

)

[ hope, and no doubt we shall, if we have

We live in one another; father
and mother in their children, husband and
wife in one another, and some few friends
in one another. So that we most of us die
more than once, before we die of disease.
Mazuan.~In the same way as Erasmus
said of his friend Sir Thomas, “It seems as
though in More | mysell had been killed.”
Aveix.—When death takes those we
love, then we love death. Those who are

alone in the world are as though they had |i

been left for sleep; and death comes over
them like a sleep, for they are not unwill.
ing.

sﬁhauas.—l\io& once, nor one thousand
times, but more than filty thousand times, |
have been 1o sleep; so that | ought not to
be afraid to die now. And 10 my feelings,
the evening ol life ought to deepen on to
the obscurity of the grave, as pleasautly as
dusk getsdark.

Avnis.—VYes, uncle, just so; and exactly
0. There is no universal night in this
earth, and for us in the universe, there is no
death. What is to us bere night coming on
is, on the other side of the earth, night end-
ing, and day begun. And so what we call
death the angels may regard as immortal
birth; and so they do, as we may well be-
lieve,

Marnaw,—So they do, very often, we
may be sure, In the early days of the
Christian Church, what day a Christian died
m was spoken of as that of his birth,—his
birth into a higher existence,

Avmin,.~Through the body and its
wants, | am held down 0 the earih’s sur-
face, and to its customs and employments,
and s¢ [ am kept out of heaven, and from
off the bosom of God, and [rom the com.
pany of Christ, and out of the rapture of
the angels.

Magnaw.~God help us! God make
us sure of that happiness at [ast! God make
us ready for it,—for that joy unspeakable!

Ausiy.—The day of our decease will he
that of our coming of age; and with our
last breath we shall become free of the uni.
verse. And in some region of infinity, and
(rom among its spleadors, this earth will be
looked back on like a lowly home, and this
life of ours be remembered like a short ap.
prenticeship to Duty,

- - - - L 4 -

Magnas.—In the midst of life we are
in death.

Aupix.—And in the very middle of what
Spenser thought was his great work, he died;
and the lines that happened to be last from
his pen are as though they had been meant
against his death. —

For all that moveth doth in change delight.

But thenceforth all shall rest eternally

With Him that is the God of Sabacth hight;

O that great Sabaoth God, grant me that Sub-
bath’s sight.

Now, in the very midst of his wock, is
not it as though the poet’s hand had been
unconsciously guided into writing a prayer
against (he death that was just upon him?

Marnax.—la the midst of his diligence
he longed for heaven; and that instant, it
opened o him. Some wight call this
chance; but I would not, nor would any, |
think, who have lived piously and watch.
fully; for such persons know the power
Ernyu has to bring us nigh to God, and they

now how holiness can refine, almost into
film, what separates our souls from the Soul
they live in; and so they know that, even
m this earth, something of the light of

Auvpis.~Dear uncle, you have said what
[ quite agree with; and it is a great troth,

Mazman.—Oliver, do you remember
any other authors who have died and left
unfinished works behind them’ There
must be many; but I cannot remember any

Avmis.—Jean Paul Richter died, leav-
ing behind him a manuseript be had not
been able to finish. It was on the immor-
tality of the soul. And so while
ing his fhith in an hereafter, Richter went
away into the knowledge of it. Frederick
Schiegel left incomplete what was to have
been the second part of his greatest work.
He was seized with death at his writing.
was But,
And that is a word death scratches with his

A man’s eyes are shu; his breath is sto

his last words are spoken, and have

God’s remembrance;
this, the judgment.”
and it means per-
it shall have for
There is giv-
ges, for our lives
ey are bt quite
write on the wrong

Death means b

“But after

———
Perseverance in a righteous cause, and
reason, assumes the

called obetinacy, and can

pressed inlo the ser- 4,

the place! He had learned that the sailor
was such. Mz Wright desired o be al-
lowed to with the man, and sscertain
the fact. Permission was given; and dur-
ing the day he took a casual ¥s
not 1o excite the suspicions ol the other
workmen, of saying to the man, 'h_'}
friend, where did you work lam? ‘I've
been abroad,” was the reply. The man
was not a liar. Afler some conversation,
he conlessed, with tears in his eyes, that he
had been a conviet. He said he was de-
sirous of not falling into ill courses, and
kept his secret, 10 avoid being refused work
if Ele told the truth. Wnght was con.
vinced that in the future he would act hon-
estly, and repairing to their common em.
ployer, begged, as a personal favor, that the
man might not be discharged. He even
offered o become bound for his conduct.
This was ten years ago; and the prejudice
against persons who had ever broken the
law was more intense thao it is now. There
were objections; and other partners had to
be consulted in so delicate a matier. Great
nunbers of men were employed in the
foundry; snd should the matter come to
their knowledge, it would have the apgr-
ance o them of encouraging crime. =
was on the day of paying wages for the
week, Belore night, however, Wright had
the satisfaction 10 obtain a promise that,
upon his responsibility, the conviet should
be kept. The following day Wright went
w look afier his prolege—he was gone.
On inquiring, be found he had been paid
off and discharged the previous might. It
was & mistake. The first orders for bis dis
missal had not been countermanded, and
gone he was. Mr. Wright at once sent
off a messenger to the mwan's lodging to
bring him back w the foundry. He re-
torned only to say the man had left his
lodgings at five o'clock in the morming,
with a bundle containing all his property
under lug arm.”  ln shor, notwithstanding
every effort of this benevolent person to
find him, the poor convict was never more
heard of.

This incident made Mr, Wright think
as well as feel. The case was only a soli-
tary one, He had been atiracted 1o the
man by the mere circumstance of their
passing a portion of the day at the same
work; but were there not hundreds of other
cases, of equal exigence, which had as
strong a claim upon his sympathy! He
went to the New Bailey, and conversed
with the prisoners, passing with them his
only day of rest—Sunday. The jealousy
with which the authorities at first viewed
his proceedings was zradually changed in-
lo approbation; and at | when a pris-
oner was about to be diachus.d, he was
asked if he could find the man a situation.
He didso. ‘This was the commencement
of his muistry of love. In ten years from
that time he has succeeded in rescuing up-
wards of three hundred persons from the
career of crime. Many of these cases are
very liar; very few, indeed, have re-
Inpasri‘:tlo crime. He has constantly five
or six on his list, for whom he is looking
out for work. Very [tequently he persuades
the former employer to give erring
another trial. Sometimes he becomes guar-
for a poor man, in considerable sums—£ 20
0 £.60. In only one instance has a bond
%0 given been forfeited, and that was a very
peculiar case. The large majority k
their places with credit to themselves
to their noble benefactor. Most of them—
for Mr. Wright never loses sight of a man
he has once befriended, through bhis own
neglect—attend church or Sunday-school,
adhere to their temperance pledges, and live
honest and reputable lives. And all this is
the work of one unaided, poor, uninfluen-
tual old man! What, indeed, might he not
do were he gifted with the fortane and the
social position of a Howard™

Cixcassia—Circassia is a ]
but very fine and beautiful country, border-
ing upon the Black Sea at its Eastern ex.
tremity. It is also conti to the Rus.
this

sian territory lying tow.
niterposes its lofty moun-

the Euxine, and i
tains and fectile valleys between the clutch
more level and less

ol'.lgnuiaand those
wild countries toward the Euphrates
the Tigris. ‘hintholimoﬂhiamﬁti:
power, Russia, to become possessed, if it
can, of all the realms contiguous to the
all sides. On one side *the
"has already laid his paws on the
Danubian Provinces, on Moldavia, Bul.
?:irx-l.l‘l-:hh,-ndi-.mwﬂ-.m
e, Vaneing woward Constantinople.
Bat before it can enslave the tracts lying on

i
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and that there was a difference of appear.
ance between black women, Cireassans
and these of other nations, which was, by,
ever, diflicult to describe 10 one who had
never seen a lady of any race. He Jis
lened with great interest while [ old bim
that all women were not exactly like ue
picture he had seen, but ] did not thigk |
charitable o carry on the conversstion far
ther, although the poor monk seemed 1o
hhave_n strong inclination 10 know more of
that interesting race of beings from whose
society be bad been so entrely debarre:
[ often thought afterwards of the singulac
lot of this manly and noble looking monk
whether be is still a recluse, eitber in the
monastery or in his mountain farm, wik
its lictle moss.grown chapel as ancient a
the days of Constantine; or whether he bas
gome out into the woild, and mingled in o
pleasures and its cares.”

Beauiy.

Beauty is an all-pervading presence, |
anlolds in the numberless flowers of the
spring. It waves ia the branches of e
sees and the green bladesof grass. i 1o
aaunis the depihs of the earth and ses, and
gleams out in the hoes of the shell and the
precious sione. And not only these minge
objects, but the ocean, the wountsins, the
clouds, the heavens, the stars, the rising and
setting sun, all overflow with beauty. The
universe is its temple; and those men, who
are alive o i, connot lilt their eyes withou
feeling themseives encompassed wuh i1 op
every side. Now this beauty is 50 precios,
the enjoyments it gives are so nﬂ.«a ang
pure, so congenial with our tenderest ang
noble feelings, and so akin w worship, that
itis painful 1o thiok of the multitude of
olen as living in the midst of it, and living
almost ss Llind w0 it, as if, instead of this
fais corth and glordous sky, they were
tenants of a dungeon. An infinie oy is
lost 0 the world by the want of cultuse of
this spuritual endowment.  S.uppose that |
were 10 visit a3 couage, and (o see its walls
lined with the choicest pictures of Raphael,
and every spare took filled with statues ol
the most exquisite workmanship, and 1nat |
were (0 learn, that neither man, womss,
nor child ever cast an eye at these mimcies
of art, how should [ feel wheir privstios;
how should I want to open their eyes, d
10 help them W0 comprebend snd feel the
loveliness snd grandeur which 1 vain cour.
ed their notice! Bat every husbondman s
living in sight of the works of a diviner
Artist, and how much would his existence
be elevated, could he see the glory which
shines forth in their fonms, hues, propor
uons, and meral expression’ | hive spoken
only of the beauty of natuse, but how muck
of this mysterious charm is found 0 (he ele-
gant arts, and especially in literaiure The
best books have most beanty. The great
est truths are wrooged if not linked witk
beauty, and they win their way most surely
y into the soul when arrayed @
this their natural and fit 3urs. Now no
man receives the true culture of 2 man,
whom the sensibility to the Leautilul s not
cherished; and | know of no condison in
life from which it should be ex-loded. Ul
all lusaries, this is the cheapest and most
ot hand; and it seems 10 me 10 e most -
mnl 10 those conditions, 'W; '-""’;'

tends 10 give a grossness to (e Tind.
From the diﬁiou of the sense of besuty
in ancient Greece, and of the tase for masc
in modern Germany, we learn U2l the peo-
ple at large ey partake of refined graus
cations, whick have hitherto been thought
0 be necessuily restr:cted (o a lew.

Chanming.

Aszcpors or s Przesz Max—4
good story is told by the Belfast Jousnal ol
a college professor as follows: “He wee
one of your precise men, who measured of
sentences as a clerk does choice nbboss.
The good professor took it into bis head ©
relieve the mnotonyTof h::ﬂm:;:
squalic excursion. The was :
tunately capsised near the shoce, and be
was pat in & fair way (o test the virtue of

Priesnitz's He was averse to mak-

on his back, and blowing like &
porpoise, exclaimed, -
usoal, “Itis amticipated that some ose will
throw me a rope!”




